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The Sunny Hours

trouble which had so gravely menaced the domestic

.atmosphere.

*                  *                  *

THE elderly gentleman flicked his cigar ash into
his empty Coffee cup.

"And so, m'seu, the great strife ended,"

I looked up to see Madame Camille bowing
felicitously to a group of new customers. Behind
her stood Perlette, her dark hair shining like blue
satin in the candlelight, her slim loveliness a magnet
to all eyes. In the back doorway I caught a
glimpse of Lucien and his father busily engaged in
the cleansing of plates and cutlery. They seemed
completely satisfied with life.

"A happy family, m'seu," said the elderly
gentleman, following the direction of my glance.

